of you, Flo dear. I don't know where you get
It from. It makes your father and me feel like
a pair of ducks who've hatched a wild swan.

FLORENCE (unable to resist the retort] : You're sure
you don't mean geese, mamma ? (But she softens
it with an affectionate squeeze of the hand.}

ELIZABETH (pained nevertheless) : Flo . . . darling !

MRS. N. : No, no. She doesn't mean that.
That's only Flo's fun.

FLORENCE ; I do wish other people would
occasionally see things through my eyes.

MRS. N. (pleading) : Flo dear, you must admit
that your father and I have been very con-
siderate. We allowed you to come in here and
your father gave you an allowance as though
you were a boy. It isn't very fair to reward us
by asking to go off with a couple of nurses
picked up from anywhere and plunge into
Asia Minor, and for all we know get kidnapped
and end in somebody's seraglio. Young English
girls don't do these things.

FLORENCE : French girls do,
MRS. N. : Oh, French !
FLORENCE : Sisters of Charity.

MRS. N. : But that's quite different. They are
nuns.

FLORENCE : Well, I suppose a nun can be kid-
napped as easily as a hospital nurse.

MRS. N. : Dear, I wish you wouldn't be flippant
about nuns ! . . . And that's quite a different
tiling. I can't explain why ; but it is. Oh I
You're so ... unpractical, dear.

[A NURSE taps at the door and enters.
FLORENCE : Yes ?
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